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Sequar atris ignibus abfens, 
Omnibus umbra locis adero, dabis improbe paenas. 
VIRG, 


20M DARE-DEVIL, who was 


say? much fuperior to the reft.of our Bucks i 





>| * \Sage that he gained the appellation of Srac, 
rs heave finifhed a courfe of continual debaucheries, 
and was carried off laft week by a. phrene- 
tic fever. Ihappened to be prefent at his laft moments, 
and the remembrance of him ftill dwells fo ftrongly.on my 
mind, that I fee him, I hear him, in all the agonies of 
defpair, ftarting, trembling, and uttering the moft horrid 
execrations. His confcience at the approach of death had 
conjured up before him “ ten thoufand devils with their 
*« red-hot {pits’”” who aflumed the fhapes ofall thofe whom | 
he: had injured, and “ came. hiffing on him” to retaliate 
os Kkk their 
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their wrongs. ‘‘ Save me, fave me,” he would cry, “ from 
« that bleeding form.—He was my friend—but I run him 
«* through the heart in a quarrel] about a whore.”—“ Take 
“* away that old fellow—He would have carried us to the 
‘© Round-Houfe—I knocked him down with his own ftaff, 
‘© but I did not think the poor dog would have died by it.” 
When the nurfe offered him a draught to take, “‘ Why, 
 faid he, will you ply me with Champagne? —’tis a dam- 
© nable liquor, and I’]l drink no more of it.”” In one of his 
lucid intervals he grafped my hand vehemently, and burft- 
ing into tears, “ Would to God, faid he, I had died twenty 
** years ago.”” At length his unwilling foul parted from 
- the body, and the laft words we heard from him were a 
faint ejaculation to his Maker, whom he had blafphemed 
all his lifer His thocking exit made me reflect on that fine 
paflage in the feriptures, “« Let me die the death of the 
** righteous, and let my laft end be like his,” 


Tue behaviour of this unhappy wretch afforded a dread- 
fal inftance of the truth of that maxim, There is no hell like 
‘a troubled confcience. ‘ There needs indeed no ghoft to tell 
us this :’—-but it were to be wifhed, that the confcience 
of every living reprobate could work on his imagination in 
the fame manner, and raife up fuch horrid apparitions to 
torment him. Where is the Wretch fo hardened, who 
would not be difmayed at thefe terrors? Or who could 
perfevere in a courfe of wickednefs, when every freth 
offence would create a new fury to haunt: him for his 
crimes ? 


Ler us, for inftance take a view of the moft glaring 
circumftances in the life of that arch-infidel Tom Dars- 
Devit: and let us at the fame time conceive (if poffible) 


What pangs he muft-have-felt, had every flagitious a& been 
attended 
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_,, attended with the fame phantoms that diftraéted him on 
_his death-bed. Firft then, let us contemplate him as a 
_ » Parracide ;,,for fo he may_be called, who by repeated dif- 
obedience broke the heart of a moft affectionate father. 
| Could filial ingratitude receive a fharper punifhment, than in 
the midft of his debaucheries to have this father continually 
before his eyes, expoftulating with him on his unnatural 
behaviour? O my fon, (might he hear him fay) was it for 
. “ this that thy mother, who died in giving thee life, begged 
*« me with her laft breath to be kind to the boy? Was it 
‘¢ for this, that the country rung with joy for my being 
‘* bleffed with an heir ?——-O my child, who canI now call 
“* my heir? That eftate which I was fo follicitous to improve 
“* for thy fake, is diffipated among jockeys, gamblers, pimps, 
“* and proftitutes.—If you ever fhould have a fon, miay 
** His ingratitude never make you think of Me,”’ 


Tom indeed took care never to have any vexation 
from children: He had too great a fpirit to bear the fhackles 
of matrimony, and lived in a ftate of celibacy among 
bagnios. Sometimes he made inroads on private life, and 
difturbed the peace of families by debauching the wives 
and daughters of his acquaintance. Among other gallant 
exploits he decoyed up to town the daughter of a country 
gentleman, where he ruined her, and then left her to linger 
under an infamous difeafe. At length the fruits of his 
amour appeared in a. child, which foon perifhed with it’s 
unhappy parent in a public hofpital. By the fame magic 
of the fancy let us raife up this poor girl with the infant in 
her arms, while he is wantoning among his doxies, and 
lording it like a Bathaw over the vafials of his luft. What 
remorfe mutt this villain have felt, could he have imagined 
her. to have addreffed him in the following terms! ‘‘ Behold 
‘‘:in the. loathfome carcafe of this babe the image of thy- 
a “ felf ; 
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« felf; foul, rotten, and corrupt.—How could I fuffer fo 
‘ contemptible a creature to. draw me fiom the comfort- 
* able proteétion of my parents ?—It was juft that I thould 
“ fall a victim to my folly: but was this difeafed infant 


** quickened only to proclaim my difhonour and thy in- 


famy ?—Why hadft thou yet the power left to propagate 


mifery even to the innocent?” 


Tom had often fignalized himfelf as a duellift: his 
-confcience, as we have already mentioned, upbraided him 
at his dying moments with the murder of a particular friend. 
He had once ill luck at cards; and being irritated with his 
‘loffes, and fufpecting foul play on the part of his antagonift, 
he took him by the nofe, which confequently produced a 
challenge.’ He is haftening to the field of battle: —but he 
fancies himfelf followed by the Manes of his friend, whom 
on the fame unhallowed ground he had lately facrificed to 
‘that Idol Honour. He hears him call “Turn; mad- 
“man, turn, and look on Me.—You may remember with 
© what reluctance I met you—You forced me to the com- 
*« bat—and I was even pleafed that the victory was yours. 
* You deprived me of life in an idle quarrel about a’ crea- 
“* ture, whom at your return from the murder’ of your 
** friend you detected in the arms of another.—It was 
« Honour that induced you to wound the bofom of one 
** you loved :—~The fame Honour now calls you to give a 
*< fellow whom you defpife, an opportunity to retaliate the 
** injury done to. me.—What folly is it to put your life 
*« into the hands of a fcoundrel,. who you fufpeét has al- 
*« ready robbed you of your fortune ?—But go on, -and let 
** your death rid the world of a monfter, who is defperate 
“* enough to put his own life on the hazard, and wicked 
enough to attempt that of another.”—It happened, how- 
ever, that Tom had no oecafion: for fuch 4 monitor, as the 


perfon 
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perfon whom he went to meet proved as great a coward as 
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he was a cheat; and our hero, after waiting a full hour 
in his pumps, and parrying with the air, had no other 
revenge for the lofs of his money than the fatisfaction of 
pofting him for a fcoundrel. 


Tuovueu the hero of our ftory was cut off in the prime 
of his life, yet he may be faid, like Nefor, to have outlived 
three generations, All the young fellows of {pirit were proud 
to be enrolled in the lift of his companions; but as their 
conftitutions were more puny than his, three fets of them 
had dropt into the grave, and left him at the head of the 
fourth. He would often boaft of the many promifing ge. 
niuffes, who had fallen in the vain attempt of keeping pace 
with him in the various fcenes of debauchery. In this light 
we may confider him as an acceflary to fo many wanton 
murders. By the operation of his confcience, at every tavern 
door he might have met with an acquaintance to bar his 
paflage ; and in the midft of his jollity, like Macbeth, he 
would have dafhed down his glafs, and imagined that he 
faw a departed friend filling the vacant chair, 


From the nature of the faéts which have already been 
recorded of Tom Dare-pevit, the reader will eafily con- 
clude that he muft have been an Atheift. No creature, 
who believed in a Supreme BEING, could have acted fo 
vilely towards his fellow-creatures. Tom was prefident of 
an abominable club, who met together every Sunday night 
to utter the moft horrid blafphemies. The members of 
this moft {candalous fociety muft have heard of the manner 
of their great tutor’s death: —let us imagine therefore, that 
they could figure to themfelves his ghoft appearing to them, 
warning them of their errors, and exhorting them to re- 
pent. They might conceive him fetting forth, in the moft 


pathetic manner, the confequences of their folly, and declar- 
Lil ing 
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ing to them how convinced he was of the certainty of 
thofe doctrines which they daily ridiculed, Such an ap- 
parition would indeed have an effect upon common finners , 
but in all probability a thorough-paced infidel would not 
be reclaimed, even “ though One rofe from the dead.” 


Wuat Ihave here fuppofed might have been the cafe 
of one particular reprobate, is in the power of every per- 
fon to put in practice for himfelf. Nothing is a ftronger 
inftance of the goodnefs of the Creator, than that deli- 
cate inward feeling, fo ftrongly impreffed on every reafon- 
able creature. This internal fenfe, if duly attended to, and 
diligently cherifhed and kept alive, would check the finner 
in his career, and make him look back with horror on his 
crimes. An Antient is commended for wifhing, “ that he 
“« had a window in his breaft, that every one might fee 
** into it :’’ but it is certainly of more confequence to keep 
onrfelves free from the reproach of our own hearts, than 
from the evil opinions of others. We fhould therefore 
confider Confcience as a Mirror, in which every one may 
fee himfelf refle€ted, and in which every action is repre- 
fented in its proper colours, 


O 


Printed for R. BALDWIN, at the Rof in Pater-nofler Row; where 
Letters to the CONNOISSEUR are received. 














